The poplar never stoops,
The gentle willow droops,
Your walk holds both of these.
The movement of your hips
Has so much buoyance in it ...
ceBe silent!39 Just a minute . . .
It makes me think of ships
Upon far seas*

Now let me have my say

In my own lyric way;

And then you may not frown.

My song is half a ruse

To praise myself in you.

Silence would never do.

It cost a man his Muse

When Rome went down.

Never shall it be said
Of rne when I am dead:
He had too tardy sense
Of Beauty. Though your frowns
Are all my thanks, I tried
To sing of lovely pride;
There are no laurel crowns
For reticence!